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grew, so she perceived that there was some deep
loyalty and submission in her feeling.

She had always been too proud to go to Sarah
and ask her forgiveness; besides, she did not
think that Sarah had anything to forgive, but
she had supposed that some accidental meeting
would bring them together again. Now it would
never be.

At least, if there was another conscious life,
Sarah was now with David, was happy again and
understood everything. But this supposition, a
very doubtful one, as it seemed to Judith, was poor
comfort. She tortured herself, on the ride back
from Uldale, with the thought of all the lonely
years that Sarah had endured. She could never
bear that people could suffer, and especially that
they should suffer through her fault, and now
there occurred to her a thousand ways in which,
with a little courage, she might have approached
Sarah and done something for her,

Her dreams that night were wild, entangled
and desperate. She was again in the London
street, where the boy was to be hanged. Pressed
in, tossed about by a wild and revengeful crowd.
But it was Georges who was to be hanged. She
could do nothing to save him, but must stand
there helplessly and watch. The sky was black,
the houses ringed with flame, and from a high
window Christabel, Will's wife, leaned out and
cried that her fan was broken and Georges must
suffer for it. Then Georges came sailing towards
her in a little boat; waves, hot and angry, with cruel
white tongues, filled the street and beat about the